20          THE HEART OF BUDDHISM
To Mm the Blessed One made answer :
* A Farmer I, good sir, indeed. Right Views my very fruitful seed ; The rain that waters it is Discipline. Wisdom herself my yoke and plough. (Brahman, do'st take my meaning, now ?) The pole is maiden Modesty, And Mindfulness the axle-tree ; Alertness is my goad and ploughshare keen !
Guarded in thought and act and speech With Truthfulness I weed the ground; In gentle Kindliness is found The Way of Salvation I preach.
My ox is Endeavour,
Which beareth me ever,
Where Grief cometh never, To Nirvana, the Goal I shall reach.
Such, good Brahman, is my farming, And it bears ambrosial crops : Whoso follows out my Teaching Straight for him all sorrow stops.'
Then the Brahman Kasibhavadraga poured rice-milk into a golden bowl and offered it to the Blessed One, saying:
c A Farmer thou in very sooth, Ambrosial is thy crop of Truth ! Drink the rice-milk, sir, I pray thee ; Gladly do I now obey thee !'
The story goes on to relate that the Buddha took the rice-milk, and pouring it into water, caused it to hiss and splutter. On seeing this marvel the